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COME IN VvOUR 
THOUSANDS!!! 
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DOWN WITH TEMPERANCE. 


“If Sir William Harcourt expects to pass his Local Veto Bill through both Houses of Parliament I am afraid that he is doomed to disappointment. 
Poor Papa is especially keen against it, whilst Mr. McGooseley, in opposing the measure, has developed oratorical powers hitherto undreamt of. Duriny a 
meeting the other evening, organised by Poor Dad, the genial Mac spoke coherently for quite three minutes on the evils of teetotalism. Possibly he would have 
continued for quite two minutes longer. Unfortunately, though, the odour of Scotch whisky from the public-house next door overpowered him, and he fled.” —Toortsit. 


COMING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE. THE STROLLER. 


On April 6th, 1837, at the Gloucester Assizes, an unusual 
amount of interest was excited by the trial of Charles 
Samuel Bartlett, a member of Ingleby’s company of stroll- 
ing players, for the murder of his mother-in-law, and the 
Court was densely crowded. Upon being called upon to 
plead to the indictment, the prisoner, striking an attitude, 
exclaimed, “ With the word of God bag my heart and lips 
I can firmly and truly say, ‘Not Guilty!’” Yet, we read, 
“the crime was clearly brought home to him.” 

The victim, Mrs. Lewir, the widow of a shoemaker, had 
been on a visit to her daughter and son-in-law, at Bristol, 
where they were performing — the young woman having 
taken to the stage—and some quarrel about money matters 
appears to have arisen. However, Bartlett and Mrs. Lewis, 
seemingly good friends again, quitted his lodging together, 
und were seen walking on the Stapleton Road, and they 
together entered the Mason's Arms to have something to 
drink. While there, Bartlett borrowed a knife from the 
landlady, saying he wanted to cut a piece of wood. and went 
out into the back yard where the firewood was kept ; but 
on his return it was observed that he was unaccountably 
agitated. , 

After paying for their liquor, he and Mrs. Lewis left the 


Thole, V intend my son, sir, { ; ! Jus patees house, and were seen to turn down a place called Tebbutt's 
tte he il Service—: crumen’ poi Thinley, , Fa-ther! Boo-0-0-0-0-0! Just becos I wanted to sit down an 7 an : ebb 

wa ; eee eee coe doraothite: be sala be was a Qirate chief, an‘ I'd have to fight whether 1 liked it Lane. Soon afterwards a shot was heard, and within an 

““(. Nud mine, sir, is destined for the Bar. or luniped it! Boo-00-00-00! > ~ hour the dead body of Mrs. Lewis was found, and it 


. a 3 
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wos seen that she had been shot through the back part of the head. 
Some short time afterwards Bartlett returned tothe Mason's Arme, 
where a crowd had assembled, and, on seeing the body, cried out, 
as though in astonishment, “Good God ! it is my mother-in-law !” 

tut xuxpicion had already fallen upon the “play actor,” and he 
was taken into custody. “Upon his lodgings being searched, a 
qistol was found which had been recently discharged, together 
witha piece of wood newly cut inte the form of a ranmrod, 

Bartlett's defevce was that he had left his mother-in-law imme- 
Gistely on quitting the Mason's Arms, tnd that the pistol was one 
which he was in the habit of discharging at fairs in order to attract 
attention to his employer's booth. However, on the day before 
the murder he had sent a boy to purchase powder and percussion 
oat and the boy saw him soll upa bit of lead in the form of a 

pallet. 

The trial, we read, “lasted the whole of two days "—a long time 
then—and a verdict of guilty was returned, “Upon the unhappy 
man being called up for judgment, he again threw himself into 1 
theatrical attitude, and delivered a set speech of some length, which 
was distinguished by great force and vehemence, both of style and 
manner, and produced an extremely strong and painful sensation 
through the Court.” He stated, in substance, that he should meet 
his death with firmness and resignation, protesting his innocence 
even in his dying moments, and calling upon God to visit with 
awful retribution the murderer of his mother-in-law, Sentence of 
death was then passed, an.! the prisoner removed from the bar, 

On April 1th his execution took place, he persisting in his 
innocence to the last. Throughout the preparations he maintained 
his characteristic firmness and walked from hiscell to the platform 
without any apparent wavering, though his face became deadly 
white. He held a Bible in his hand, When arrived on the seaf- 
fold he gazed on the crowd, and seemed as though he wished to 
speak, The executioner therefore motioned for silence, and 
Rartlett_ calmly and impressively made a short speech, beginning 
with, * Englishmen and fellow-countrymen,” and ending with “ All 
good Christians that behold my disgrace here shall—at least, I 
trust they will—behold my glory hereafter ; and my last words are 
—laman injured man!” The cap was then drawn over his face 
and the drop fell. . 

“As an instance of the cool determination of this wretched 
man,” says a writer nt the time, “we may mention that on the 
night of his condemnation he inquired if there was a phrenologist 
in the town, and being answered in the affirmative, expressed n 
wish that his head might be delivered to him, and that his trunk, 
for the good of society, night be sent to the Infirmary.” 

(Neat week,“ A Feed at the Greyhound.” ) 


—— 


Bak GARDNING. 

War is deelair with the gal nex dore, an bludstane billum av bi 
© penorth off musted an cree an av +o itt inn thees wurds—“ HEM- 
MERISS A HUGGLI BEEST.” Wen itt cum upp thare wil be 
rukshuns, 

(Nex weak for larz.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
ea 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelape large enough te contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Sorry, E. G. STAFFORD, that nou Think our artist such awretch, 
It's to be regretted that you'ce Misinterpreted the eketch, Yea, of 
courae you can, ¥, Evpos, There is nothing to precent. Weare 
net surprised, A READER ; Only Mrs, Sloper went, Not tous, we 
thank nen, BERRY, Jt is not at all eur line. Thanks for entting, 
A. H. MARBLEY; That was eutting rather fine, Not just yet, we 
hnow, A SCORCHER. Sorry, MiGs. wre hadw't reom, Pitythat owe 
cannot send you Copies of * The Soaker’s Doom.” Thanks for relic, 
T. C. CHESTER ; Very funny, we admit, Billy, when he saw it, 
Amy, Very nearly had a fit, Cheerful, ia it not, PROFUNDIS? 
Much obliged for note, FV. Glad you like it, WILLIE WALTERS ; 
Me will hear the news eith glee. 

—_o— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, poat free: 
3 Months, 18. &d.; G Months, 2s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or 1'.0.028 payable te GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivagnes anid Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, ov by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQue, 


-_ 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current resue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF 
Hoipay" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published. throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 
——— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


Solicitor, Well, 'm very sorry that we lost our case, but I think 
you must acknowledge that everything possible was done, 

Client. On the contrary, 1 consider that the case was simply 
thrown away. 

Selicitor. What do you mean, sir? 

Client, Why, here we were fighting a big Water Companr, and 
you were fool enough to allow two well-known total abstainers to 
sit on the jury. “° 


Hr was reading his wife the last report 
Of the Japancse-Chinese war, 
When from cook's Comain, neither low nor short, 
Caine a crockery-breaking roar, 
“Jap-an and China be hanged, my dear!” 
Said his partner, with panting breath ; 
“ But JANE-ANN and China, I greatly fear, 
Will drive your poor wife to death!" 


* 

“THE female population of this country may be divided into 
two portions—viz., those who work to get a husband, and those 
who work when they have got him.” —Liréract from SLOPEn’s 
Lictlections, tol. i, p. 322, *,* 


The Heireas. T can't think how you can object to poor George, 
mapa; he's so madly devoted to me. He said to-day that his 
ife without me would be one long dreary struzgle. 

Ler Father. I cau quite believe it—to pay his bills. 


.— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 576.—The “ Dorcas” Costine. 


Zs 


Dorp, | 


“Give us another shillin’, Joc. case 
I run short.” “Kun short, Mariar 
Jane! wiv that ‘ere figger yer 
cvuldn’t 1” 


Jones (impressively). You know I 
onghtu’t to take thish sevensh glash of 
whisky andl watersh. Whv, I only 
signed the pledge this morning. 


“ Yes, Mies Grace, my sweetheart has jilted me.” “Whatever for?” “Oh, she 
has seen me walking with you on several occasions, and she objects to it.” 


ANSWERS TO CORRES- 
PONDENTS. 


Your writing is characteristic, 
We have seldom met with a 
Jirmer hand, 


AU THORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 56.—Heaviside. 


BGyL 


(Saturday, May 11, 625, 


Mra, Grumbleton, Oh, deat: oh, dear! I don't know what ys, 
men folks would find to grumble ut if there were no pour wants 
Un Greubict In th dear, th 

Mr. Grumbleton, In that event, my dear, there would never |,,, 
anything to grumble about. °° : Sie 


Is it altogether true that the origin of hair-crimping arose froy, 
a sleek tressed cookie falling asleep with the very Sunday be-t 
gridiron for a pillow? ee : 
a 


THE “Woman with a Future,” so her fair admirers say 
Is independence gaining very fast ? a 
This may be so, we only know the drama of to-day 
Is all about the “ Woman with a Past,” 
ss 


s 
Evlitor, That article of Mopley’s. “Why Lam a Teetotaler.” j; 
capital—most convincing, really, You ought to have got him 
revise the proof, though, 
Sub, 1 did try, but his landlady tella me he hasn't been sober 
enough to do any work fur a week. : 
ss 


s 
Caller, Yes, 1 should very much like to go away for a few wer-ks 
at the sea, but Mr. Grasper can’t bear the pain of parting. 
Hostess, Really, dear, I—er—excuse me, won't you, but I had no 
idea your husband was'so devoted ns all that. 
Caller, You mistake me, love ; it’s the pain of parting with his 
money that he can’t bear. ° 


Stubbs. What do you consider is the best method of meeting the 
demand among the women of this country for the Franchise! _ 

Nubha. Why, pass an Act compelling every woman to vote, 
Make it penal for her not to vote, and you'll never hear any more 
of the matter. o.6 . 

s 

“First come, first served.” snid SLOPER as he planted down 
his first 34. for cold Irish at 8.30 a.m. ** Last to come, last to eo," 
as he sighed out when he received the order of the buot from tie 
autocrat of the Blue Pig at 12 to the tick. 


Ld 
Tlusband, Well, my dear, and what is your new girl like? She's 
arrived, I see. 
Wire. Yes, and I think she'll do; she hasn't once told me how 
much she likes the place. ae 


“Nice girls say nasty things,” as Eulalie Fitzsmiffkin remarked, 
and further added, “that girl, Topsie Watercress is about as light 
a dancer as a Dutch doll would be stuck in a plate of golden syrup.” 

ss 


s 
The Tion, Billy, Which would you rather do: kiss a pretty girl 
on her nose or on her chin? 
Slouer, Oh, 1 don't believe in extremes ; I'd go in for the happy 
medium, and kiss between the two. 
. 8 


s 
A NOVEL-WRITER Became a slighter 
Of a maiden’s love, and from his 
Vile heart did send All the vows he'd penned ; 
So she sued him for breach of promise, 


But the pope fe face, When she lost her case, 
Had a look of profound afiliction : 

For defendant had sense To set up a defence 
That he lived by the writing uf fiction! 


s 
MAN is a strange creature. THe will go into a restaurant, wait 
patiently three-quartera of an hour for a chopand potatoes, aut 
xive the waiter sixpence; go home in the evening, wait tvo 
usinutes for his dinner, and give his wife a bit of his mind, 
ss 


s 
Landlady. The way that there Mr. Screeder, on the top floor 
back, went on about me burning of his rubbishy old papers was 
quite awful; I'd never a-thought these ‘ere litterary gents could 
swear like that. 
Her Husband, Ah, 1 s‘pose that’s what the books cail “the 
langwidge of the poet.” ce 
* 


Jaiwkins. 1 hear that old Jasper is dead, 

Making, Really?) What did he die of? 

Jarwkins, | forget what it was now ; but some little trivial com- 
plaint. Nothing dangerous, I know. 


s 
Slyper. 1 hear that Colonel Lumper has gone bankrupt. You 
gave him credit, didn’t you? : 
Snyper (who has been let in). Yes, I did give him credii—credit 
for being a better man than that. 
. 


s 
Young Sharpshina, How would you define a gambler, dad? 
Old Sharpshine, A gambler, my son, is a speculator who loses. 
ss 


s 
GEORGE WASHINGTON, we believe, wns placed first for the 
Verncity Stakes, and we have no wish to say he didn’t win on his 
true form. All we can say is G. W. may consider himerelf lucky 
his admirers never thought of presenting him with a marble time- 
pee or a silver salver or something. Poor Georgie would have 
nud to weigh in with the good old chestnut about being taken 
“completely by surprise,” and thus tarnished the Justre of an 

unbroken record. “*« 

s 


Joncas, T can't understand why Sharply makes such friends with 
Simple! He don't bet, nor play cards nor billiards, and his cou- 
versution, to say the least of it, is—well, not interesting. 

Smith, Shush-h-h! Simple has got the prettiest sister you evet 
saw, es 

s 


With fair Nellie’s charms I was smitten ; 

I discovered, when wedded though, that 
Whilst I had conceived her a kitten 

She was naught, more nor less, than a cat. 


Brown, 1 can’t understand why you always wear those wretehed 
hard silk hats now ; 1 always wear a comfortable soft felt. 

Robinson. 1 presume, then, that we wear the hats which er 
most suitable to our respective heads, 


: * 

A MAN is known by the company he secks, and a young went! 
by the Johnnie whose company she oughtn’t to keep, Let no nev! 
stand treat without thinking carefully on what etfect it might hve 
on his young ‘ooman’s character if not properly considered. * Hu 
and milk” shows the good girl, “Glass o° bitter and sandwich 
the middling. ~ Big port and seedy biscuit” the pariah from Us" 
social virtucs. Ae 

s 


First Stage Beauty (patronisingly). Ab, my dear, you shou a 
come to me; J think I could give youa wrinkle or two. 5 

Second Staye ope | (apitefully), J should think you coe. 
love; give me half a dozen and still have cnough to make you 
look your age. [And now they dowt «prai. 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
The Mysteries of the Citys 


WOMAN AND HER MASTER. 
Appearing Weekly in 


LARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Or, 


Saturday, May 11, 1895.) 


TOOTSIE ON A BICYCLE. 


IN April, 1869, was published in Paris a weekly paper called Le 
Velucipede LUustré, in which are given a number of costumes of 
*“veloce - women,” 
as they were called, 
None are pretty, 
though rome are 
uncommonly nuda. 
cious, However. a 
\ writer in She Girl 
of the Period Mis. 
eellany. in 1879, 
says: * Do not ima- 
gine, by the way, 
that the fair sex 
contine their ex- 
perience of this new 
means of prozres- 
sion to tamely sub- 
mitting to_ mian's 
guidance, No, they 
boldly risk their 
wrecious lives anil 
imbs alone nnd 
unaided, Formerly 
the tricycle only 
enjoyed their 
mironage, but of 
ute some bolder 
serie, shaking olf 
all prejudice with 
reapect to the nx- 
sumption of the 
caacntially mascu- 
line garment, have 
devised a hybrid 
costume of most 
ciptivating aspect, in which they display their mastery over the 
hievele. Certainly the real grandes dames have not quite got as 
far as this, at least in Paris; but rumour says they have all been 
practising assiduously in private, and intend astonishing us at the 
seaside. The velocipede is suited for ciyeeying to admiration the 
dainty little boots, faultless ankles, and smoothly-drawn stockings, 
for which Parisian belles are so justly renowned ; and, indeed, 
to sew tiny “ tootsicums,” encased in pale fawn-coloured or gleaming 
bronze leather, urging the wheeled machine on its swift career, 
whilst the dittle gloved hands on the bar guide it deftly through al 
the intricacies of a crowded thoroughfare, is a sight serivusly 
calculated to affect the interior economy of the spectator.” 

Although a good many years have passed away since the above 
wis written the bicycle dam for girls t not yet perfect. Of course, 
all giris can’t omingly fitted. Some have no figure and 
others much too much, There are, however, great improvements 
being daily invented, and a time will come—., 

The Dozac cycling corset is to be recommended. A good corsct 
is the foundation of 
everything, buts 
deal oof thought 
must also be be- 
stowed on the 
knickers and 
giters, the general- 
ity of girls being 
too baggy and 
shapeless, As tothe 
bicvele itself Lardi 
Longsox patronises 
a Singer, and Tottie 
Goodenough a Sune 
beam; and mine, 
built after my own 
design, with all the 


The Tootsie. 


liest improve. 
nents, have 
curistened “The 
Tootsie.” 

The Dook 


though, Pam afraid, 
tloes not appreciate 
“The Tootsie” as 
he ought to, prob- 
ably because it 
brought him to 
xrief at the first 
time of trying, In 
spite of obstacles 
Hilly ix determined to give it a fair trial, so altogether 1 am 
sauistied, 
_ That the number of boys and girls on wheels has huzely 
increased during the last year or two, and is still hugely increasing, 
mmay be seen by a report of the Kingston-on-Thames Sessions, 
When it was stated that 20,000 passed through that town alone on 
Noster Monday, some ot whom were fined for not ringing their 
wile or tor riding on the footpath. The pedestrians in those parts 
‘uust have had that day rather an anxious time of it; but there 
cin be no doubt that the bicylists have done much to cheer up the 
Jamous old hostelries that, since the decline of the staye coaches, 
have been going from bad to worse, Let us hope, though, that 
imany of their Lindladics do not entertain eo violent a prejudice 
astinst the knickerbockered maiden as that old girl some months 
iso, who would not allow them to sit down at the table dhéte 
unless they covered their kicksies with a petticoat, 
Gut these old time Anno Grundyisms cannot last for ever. 
hose rejected girls, driven away foodless, wore, probably, the 
Very baggiest ones, but, as 1 said before, a time will come—. 
The new women are 
better instructed and 
much more sensible, and 
ever so much more 
healthy, than were their 
great grandmothers. 
Robert Brough’s little 
heroine had eyes as blue 
as damsons and pounds 
of auburn curls, and re- 
gretted the game of lenp- 
frog was prohibited to 
girls; but your great 
grandmother, unless a 
country-bred Miss ‘Tom- 
boy Komp, had_ been 
educated on the primmest 
rinciples, and taught to 
lieve that it was in the 
highest degree unladylike 
for a young lady when 
seated to cross her legs. 
Your great grandmother 
never played billiards or 
smoked. As to bicycling 
and football—I shudder 
when 1 think what she 
would have had to say 
about such goings on, 
What would she have 
said even to skirt-diune- 
anaes ing!) What would she 
«sid toalmost anything? But, then, vou must remember in your 
ie xrandmother’s time her mother was always bringing her to 
fe S for ker forward ways, Jt will always be so generation after 
irition, and goodness only knows what girls will get to be at last, 


The Dook collapses. 


Obstacles, 


ha 
ur 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE &4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLoner’s PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveneas, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
hess, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


AN EXCELLENT REMEDY FOR 
DISORDERED LIVER. 


Woodland Grange, 
Swanley, Kent, 
March Gth, 1895. 
MESSRS. GURDEN ¢& CO. 

GENTLEMEN,—Failing to obtain any 
permanent relief for some considerable time, I 
have lately been trying Suorer’s Prius for 
Acidity and Disordered Liver, and find them 
an excellent remedy. Needless to say, I 
shall now continue to take them whenever 
required, proving them to be in my case a reli- 

able medicine. Yours truly, 


(Mrs.) M. A. E. ANNOOT. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


88 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDJATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


THERE can be only two emotions aroused from the contemplation 
of this sad case: sincere sorrow at the tragic end of a talented 
urtist ; heartfelt eh ta with the widow and orphans he has left 
to mourn his loss. We assume, of course, that our rs know 
that by the sale of the drawings contributed by Fraser to the“ HALF- 
HOL1DAY,” we are raising a small fund to relieve the pressing 
necessities of Mrs. Fraser, who, with her children, are left quite 
unprovided for. We are emboldened to appeal thus to the hearts 
of the public, because we feel sure that poor Fraser's work was 
pleasantly familiar toa large section of it ; that, through the medium 
of his drawings, many had come to luok upon him almost as a 
friend, and will be glad, for the sum of ten shillings, to obtain a 
valuable memento of our hapless colleague. _ Poor Fraser is dead, 
but his work still lives, and who shall say but that in the Great 
Beyond, his soul is not gladdened that there is some slight pro- 
vision for those dear ones left behind ? 

—_—_—_- 


A SLIP OF THE TONGUE. 


SHe was the beantiful—likewise the only—daughter of the 
fabulously wealthy old shaving-stick patentee, and the young 
lieutenant, highborn, but fearfully stoneybroke, was her accepted 
suitor. ‘Twas said that he had won her father's heart, and per- 
mission to court his lovely daughter through kindly showing the 
old man which fork to use in eating his macaroni au gratin ata 
public dinner, so that he didn't give himself away. And the fair 
young girl had just got over a three weeks’ tussle with influenza. 

“ Algernon,” she said, feebly, to the young warrior seated at her 
satin-slippered feet, “do you know that once I thought 1 was 
going to die.” 

“Oh, don't say that,” he said, “you're pulling yourself together 
nicely now.” 

“ But supposing I had died—would it have grieved you?” 

“Rather!” he replied, perhaps unthinkingly, “and it would have 
embarrassed me like billvoh, too.” 

“ Embarrassed you, Algernon!” 

“That's what [said. For I haven't got such a thing asa black 
cont in the world, barring my dress one, and as I couldn't go to 
the funeral in a shepherd's plaid, or a blue serge, and my tailor 
closed my account several months ago, I'm jiggered if I know 
Shes r should have done—unless I'd have gone in my shirt- 
sleeves!” 

It was only a slip of the tongue. of course—just as it was only a 
slip of her father's boot that followed it—but it was the cause of 
his being out, out once more in the cold hard world, with no 
prospect for the future save that of working for a living. 


——_e—___ 


THE REIGNING CRAZE. 


THE King was in his counting-house checking the washing-book. 
The Queen, who always superintended her own cooking, was in the 
kitchen, whipping up the cream for the meringues. The maid, 
who had hasti ly luid aside her feather-duster and donned a cleaner 
apron to rush upstairs and answer the angry ringing of the King's 
counting-house bell, now descended, with a worried counten- 
auce, 

“ What does His Majesty want now, Mary?" asked the Queen. 
“Wants me to put on the kettle, madam, and take a little phial 
and run round to Mr. Bolus's for threepennyworth of oil of 
peppermint. His Majesty svys he's convinced it's them infernal 
ahune gone wroug again, and he'll tind out where the leakage is, 
or bust!" 

The Queen set down the whisk petulantly, and stepping into 
the pantry. reappeared with something on a plate. 

* Hare, Marvy,” she said, “it's not the drains at all, it's this bit of 
Limburger I'd put away and forgotten all about. Take it out into 
the garden and bury it at the foo: of one of the rosebushes,” 

The cheese struggled snd shouted alond all the way. but Marv 
was a braw strony girl, and iu w few minutes peace reigned 
again, ‘ . 


tt, Yi 


lay 


A PHOTO! 
=~ 


MANY years ago, when yours truly was asmall boy, we—or they 
—ised to style photos “sun pictures.” . 

Now, I have never yet been able to find the rhyme or reason fur 
this, The pictures the 
sun makes for us—say 
the shadow of a tlying 
bird on a green field, 
the sunsct on the sea 
and the chalk cliffs— - 
albeit only of Margate 
—areall pretty enough 
in their way. 

Photos are some- .« 
times detestubly ugly. 
For instance, the spas- 
modic grinning 
photo, 

The snob-lady's 
ag with her hands 

n front showing up 
her galaxy of heavy 
rings, 

The photo of the 
pious grocer of ultra. 
respectable appear- 
ance, 

I don't at all like 
any of these, 

Yet some six or 
seven years back a 
youth, who was a medi- 
cal student—/.c., who 
walked Guy’s—Guy’s 
Hospital—and did not 
too much in the 
Borough Road __ bil- 
liards and brandy-and- 
soda-way, prized one particular photo very much indeed. 

It was of « smiling, sweet-faced boot-closeress, 

He had fallen in love with her at Rosherville. He had danced 
with her. They had spent many a happy day. All the same, he 
was n genuinely clever fellow. So, as 0 matter of course, he had 
those elements of simplicity which one always tinds in the really 
clever fellow—1 mean the right-down genuine article, . 

“I believe the girl is a good girl,” he uxed to x1, “and [ honour 
her for it. Supposing she is unxly a bvot-cloxcress, 1 should like 
very much indeed to know what that matters, after all. L some. 
how think that it’s a beastly mistake that I can’t marry her with- 
out getting the cold shoulder from the firm of Sisters, Cousins and 
Aunts, and Mrs. Grundy, Unlimited. But 1 must part with her.” 

He bade her a most touching “good-bye” on Greenwich Hill, 
when the sunset light was on the Thames and the London city 
men had not got too mellow after their Lila el dinners, : 

“] know you are good 
Roe cos SS and kind,” she said, and 
: mma said it quite prettily and 
modestly enough for an 
Acelphi-Terriss- Millward 
high-class = melodrama ; 
“we must part, but I 
always mean to be a good 
girl—] shall be that al- 
ways, for dear memory's 
sake.” 

So they parted. So for 
Dear Memory's Sake & 
Co, he always tenderly 
remembered her. 

liv got on remarkobly 
well an the sciensitic 
world. He knew all about. 
microbes. He was the 
highest of the high in 
his way for a young man, 

“LT shall never marry,” 
he was rather partial to 
saying; “but for all that 
shall never disbelieve 
that there are es 
women in the world. I 
once had the love of » 
ra and pure girl, and 

have never forgotten 
it; “she"—and he used 
to glance through the 
wreathing smoke of his 
“club” cigar as if that could make him see the past any the better 
—‘“ was only a boot-closer.” 

Hoe went on believing in boot-closers, science and virtue com- 
ined, 

Now, by chance he had to attend a great medical congress at 
Berlin, Sauntering along in the sun one fine afternoon he turned 
juto a by-street from the great Freiderich-Strisse. 

A man was selling cheap photos on a book-stall. 

One particular photo of a large pattern, as the Manchester folk 
say, displayed « young lady on a trapeze. 

She was a bold-faced, but handsome young person. Yet there was 
something familiar in the face that made him take the photo in 
hix hand. 

“It can't be,” he said to himself. “ Yet. all the same, there is the 
mole on the left-hand side of the chin—the same little square chin 
—the same nose.” F ajuaist 

He looked at the aug 3 j 
stall-keeper, 

“Whose photo is 
this?” he asked, 
in his best second- 
rate German, « 

“ She is the young 

Englishwoman— 
Effie” — (he pro- 
nounced the word 
fairly well)—“ Eftie 
L'Esmonde, that 
there was so much 
talk of two years 
ago—she was too 
much — he, he!— 
even for us in 
Kerlin, and was ex- 
pelled by the 

lice.” 


The scientiat 
thought for a mo- 
ment, 

“And her name 
was Eftie—it must 

the sume—and 
to think that now 
ail my belief in 
women must be 
broken by a photo 
—my poor little 
boot-closer!” 

He did not by any manner of means go and blow his brains out : 
but he bax taken to reading only French novels, where all the 
heroines are as bad asthey can be. Even great sciwitists are aiupid 
sometimes, Perhaps they should not begin the world by falling 
in love with boot-closers. 


Cheap photos, 
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French novcls 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, May 11, 1895, 


|)! i | ey 
a s\ i, i) f 
yt, alee 
, LY) “i 


eo " 
3 Vv 


fy 


“Dick tella me he has already 
{ted @ pony on the favourite for the 


SHY 0OG. roy. If he k ui H 

Pollie, Will you take Kitty aud me out in your new ys rok port on like this [ 

canoe, Captain Mashem ? THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT. : oi am afraid Will soom get rid of 
y pleasu : She. I should like the skirt of his coat a little longer—short skirts for a “ Please, ma, tell me a big story.’ You must ask our whole stud."—Ztraet srom Lett: r 

whlatee cog ae oe en ee © woman is all very well, but not for a man. your papa, dear, he was out late last night, of Young Lady. 

4° Bfiss Sloper will be deliyhied to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—LORD SANDHURST. 


Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
Ss 


TOOTSIB’'S FRIENDS. 
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Phew! A.SLOPER has been to India and back since last week, and isa bit faggel. | was premature, for yet another Thug hove in sight.—(4) This was 9 long-legced, 
He felt he really ought to interview Lord Sandhurst, his dear pal, Lord Harris's —_ lean Thug, and do all he could A. SLOPER, now thoroughly played out, felt the beast 
successor to the Governor-Generalship of Bombay. A. SLOPER would have got on all was gaining on him, Ha! sce, the Governor's house! Ifhe can but reach its portals! 
right if he hadn't fallen amongst Thugs. Robed in a mae. with a twisted His knees give ; a night cab-horse's are as nothing to ‘em. He totters and is about 
cy on his head and his feet encased in walkeshwurs, he naturally thought he _to fall, while the hot breath of the wretch scorches the nape of his neck. Bang! 
would be taken for a native; but not a bit of it.—(1) While guzing on some of the What was that? A shot from the Sepoy sentry at the gates, and the long-legz«!, 
public buildings of Bombay, a party came up to him ‘and said he was @ stranger in lean Thug bites the dust, They raised A. SLOPER tenderly and applied restoratives, 
those parte, just come from abroad, and travelling for pleasure, having lately come = which quickly brought him to. “Not that!" he cried wildly, “Anything but 
into a fortune left him by his aunt. Would A. SLOPER take a drink and show him that!" = They had given him water, “Feel,” he gasped, “in the folds of my 
about a bit? A, SLOPER was about to reply that nothing would give him greater © mandapam!” There they found his “ Unsweetened" ; but for that he would vot be 
pleasure, when he observed that the fellow held behind him a formidable dagger. _here to tell the tale. At length they conducted the tottering monument to Lont 
“A Thug!" A. SLOPER said to himself, and bolted, Fear leut him wings,and be — Saudhurst.—(5) “ Well, SLOPER,” said his lordship, cheerily, “here I am, all reuly 


No, 390.—M1ss GRaCe WILLIAMSON, soon, ann distonend his agence gs tend peceee) caged upon erage for oem interview—but you are unwell.” “Sandhurst, my boy,” said x! eee 

« ; A t am’ urking in the shadow of a stone w: ready in. ve more it. on, “the interview can not take place.” “No?” “No; I want to go home,” ary ins 

A area form 3 a perfect face; a peters, Be ibe a etd slowing down on finding he was not pursued, he wiped the perspiration from his his knuckles in his eyes he Lanes into a flood of tenrs. The reaction after his territl« 

i 3 a brow.—(3) Ha! was that a stealthy fovtstep behind him? Turning suddenly experiences with the Thugs was too much even for this strong man. and vothing 

A more than queenly maid is she. —Lord Bub, round he was just in time to sce a beastly curly knife poised in the air. Another — coukl induce A, SLOPER to stay, not even when Lord Sandhurst generously offered 

For Grace doth hold me captive to ber charms.” Thug! More flight. Panting for breath he at length stool still. “Once more,"said to be interviewed twice over. Not even his strong sense of duty will ever take the 
—The Hon. Billy. be, “I have evaded the assussin's hand, and am safe! Ha,ha!” Bat the observation § Eminent over to India again. 


THE ELDER SURPRISED. 


Re ag) ee a = ee EG. See aes ee : 
(1) While McSwine was directing ploughing operations on his (as (2) McParritch said,“ All jist knock a few air holes intae him with a (3) And the Elde: remarked as he was passing, “Dear me, anither miracle! 
usual) inundated farm, pickle o° French nails.” McSwine spirited away to the land o’ the leal.” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Clash the cymbals ! bang the drum! for we are just about to commence. Up goesthecurtain The Peers of England are, we hear, Religiously inclined this year :—Keep up your courage, good 
and there you are, gentlemen, confronting the bi show of the world, What do youthink of old Jap., You've proved yourself a gallant chap :—Sparrow by name, alas! that she A cunning 
it? A_palate-tickler with a vengeance, is it not? But now let us proceed.—Poor Mrs. B. with hawk should prove to be:—A private view, the other day, Passed off just in the usual way.—Ring 
lots of seal, Supports Mahatma, her ideal :—The British jlag is now unfurled, And eurece are down the curtain, there, boy ; our performance is over for yet another week, Mind you all come 
against it ‘hurled :—Enraged, the gallant Thomas trice, From dressmaker to take a rise:— in good time, Good-bye, friends!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A HORRIBLE SUGGESTION. 


First Fair Dove, But, my dear, she must be older than that, (Swcetly.) 
Weren't you and she at school together ? 


Leading Lady of the Greatapplause Histrionte Club (imitating 
Mrs. P. Campbell for all she's worth), Then, let it go! What is 


fe to me now but a bieary drink ? 
[She meant “ dreary blank ;" but, law bless you ! tt was 
never noticed tn Sront, 
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CAREFUL MAN! d 
There was a longshoreman of Rhyl, / = 
., A guzzling old gourmand named 1. = 

Who said, “ Thongh it's May, just for once in a way, 7 
Of oysters T'll have a All; 
T'll then take a steak from the grill, 
And add of * Uns * one gill: 

And then to avoid having fever typhoid, “Come, George, if we are to get there in time we must take this "bus." “Take the "bus? 
Tl take a sloperian Pill |” Good gwucious! I've never been in a ‘bus iu my life.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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Oxen again is London threatened with the loss of its enbs; 
indeed, from the aspect of affairs at the time of writing, it seems 
extremely probable that 
the strike will be an ace 
complished fact: by the 
time these words are in 
print. Now, this is 
nething more nor less 
than a blanked nui-- 
ance, The public 
suffered all the incon. 
venience of a similar 
affair only « very short 
time ago; it supported 
the drivers against the 
rather unjust demands 
of the masters, and 
enabled the men to prac- 
tically dictate the terms 
of an equitable treaty. 
And now, just as the 
very busiest time of the 
year is commencing, 
over goes the show, and 
war bezins again, It is 
more than annoying—it 
is a scundalous affair 
altogether, = 


Mr. A.” SwANRor- 
ouGuH, of Royal Music- 
hall fame, is now giving 
his patrons an enter. 
tainment which will long be remembered by them, This will 
easily be understood by our readers when we assert that an hour 
spent inthis hall is cqual toa whole evening spent in most of our 
other Variely resorts, 


7s 
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A GREAT treat is in store for the inhabitants of Shorediteh and 
the iinumediately surrounding wooded country, for on the 13th of 
this very mont as ever was, there openeth at the Standard play- 
house the merry musical piece called Go-Bang, with the following 
powerful cast: Fred Storey, Harry Grattan, Constance Leveson, 
Ada Willoughby, Hettv Peel, Mabel Dare, and Emilie Grattan, 
The piece, which is produced by Frank Parker and stage-managed 
by Harry S. Turner, is further supported by a tine and large and 
specially picked-out chorus, A. SLOPER will be there in the front 
row of the stalls with a telescope, 
s. 


* 

PEOPLE are anxiously asking how the little entanglement 
between the lively young heir to a pecrage and a certain dainty 
dancing girl will be arranged, 
Vhe youthful aristocrat saves 
he means to make the lady 
his: the fair one is quite 
willing, but the haughty and 
noble papa says * Hold f tana 
threntens to cut the poor 
young man off with the pro- 
verbial bob, This ix the 
exne: and awkward state 
of affairs at) present, and 
developments are awaited 
with the greatest possible 
interest. ee 

s 


WetcH into the Empire, 

boys; Yvette Guilbert has 

come over again, and is ap. 

waring nightly at the great 

’aluce of Varieties in 

Leicester Square, She must 
De seen. oe 
s 


Goon old T. G. Middle. 
brook, F.O.S., of the Edin- 
burgh Castle, Mornington 
Road, has just given one 
hundred and eighty guineas 
for an Auk'’s Egg. This 
unique exhibit is now ou 
view in the wonderful 
musenm in connection with 
the above-named hostelry, The crowds of people who have 
already seen it one and all remark how like A. SLOPER’S headpicce 
is to on Auk’s Egg. The rumour in Camden Town that the 
Mildewed One has otfered T. G. M. to do a bit of hatching is, we 
are happy to say, entirely without foundation, 

es 
s 

THE Eminent, of course, patronized the Shoe and Leather Trades’ 
Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall last week. The shoes were of 
the all very fine and large order, A, SLOPER in this matter speaks 
feclingly, as during his visit the shoes of the chucker out hovered 
round him in, to say the least, a tantalising manuer. 

s¢ 


s 
A NEw infant pianist is going to thump the key-board during 
the coming concert season, This is dreadful on the top of the 
Inthuenza, *.* 


IF not exactly so replete with the uproarious humour that 
characterised Zhe New Boy, Mr. Arthur Law's latest farce, The 
Ladivs’ Idol, is w sufticiently 
amusing work to thoroughly 
satisfy the most critical play- 
goer, and draw all the amuse- 
ment-seeking public to see it. 

tr. Weedon Grossmith is, of 
course, provided with a fat part, 
the title-réle, in fact; but Zhe 
Ladics’ Idol is by no means a 
one-part play, and the author 
has given us an amusing reries 
of character sketches, most ably 
interpreted by an efticient com- 
pany. It is needless to say more 
wbout the Vaudeville pruduc- 
tion, Go and see it. 


Proressor Mitcn ELL, F.O.S., 
has been fairly knocking the 


appreciative dwellers in the 
counties of Cambridge, Hert- 
ford, Bedford, etc., with his tip- 


top Sloperian ventriloquial 
entertainment, and ns a_per- 
sonator of the Mildewed Wreck 
he would be hard to beat. The 
Professor is a splendid voice 
illusionist aud musical mimic. 
and it is a small matter for 
surprise that his services are 
greatly sought after wherever 
yood genuine fun is in request, 


Messrs. GURDEN & Co., the proprietors of Sloper's Pills, have 
just presented a clinking goblet to the Brighton Volunteer Fire 
Hrizade, to be competed for at their coming Auuual Féte. Joy is 
the order of the day in consequence. 
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THE manngement of the Middlesex is at present making 0 big 
and very successful bid fur public patronage. Variety is charming, 
as we all know, Admnit- 
ting this, the Middlesex 
Music - hall must. be 
classed among the best. 
The programme, perhaps. 
includes the uames of 
more variety talent than 
that of any other Hall in 
London. By all means 
pay a visit to the Middle- 
sex at the earliest oppor- 
tunity. You will be 
agrecably surprised. 


s 

Ir yet another sign of 
the advent of spring were 
wanting, to convince the 
doubtful ones that lamb 
and mint sauce are now 
obtainable, the mere 
mention that Dazter's 
Sloper Cartoona are 
again on exhibition at 
the Winter Gardens, 
Blackpool, ought to settle 
the matter once and for 
all, From early spring 
to early winter every 
vear, by the courtesy of 
William Holland, Esq.— 
our own special Billiam 
—these remarkable draw- . 
ings are on view. To many they must be quite familiar, but there 
are one or two people living who cannot have seen them. To 
these we say, go at once to the Winter Palace, Blackpool, and 
after looking at the Sloper Cartoons you will assuredly bless the 
memory of that gifted artist, W.G. Baxter, and bow the knee in 
admiration of the massiveness of Bill Holland's moustache. 


A. SLopEn is plensed to learn that Colonel Kelly, commanding 
one of the Chitral Relief Expeditions, has been promoted to the 
rank of Major-General. The gallant soldier may be interested to 
learn that on his return to Englund the Eminent will not only 
confer. his “Award of Merit” upon him, buc stand him two of 
“ Unsweetened ” into the bargain. | 


THE Duchess of Marlborough evidently does not think marriage 
a failure. Lord William Beresford niakes her “third.” 


s 

THERE ix no doubt about it. The exhibition at Earl's Court is 

ing to be a record one, Everything is of the Al copper- 

ottomed order. 
Even the_refresh- 
ments are of the very 
best. That this alone 
in exhibitions is 
exceptional everyone 
must admit. But A. 
SLOPER has already 
sainpled both the 
“ Unsweetened ” and 
Scotch whisky, and 
it will not be gain- 
said that A. SLOPER 
is a connoisseur in 
both. °° 


THE bookings at 
the Garrick Theatre 
date a long time in 
advance, and the 
nightly struggle for 
unreserved seats is 
truly alarming. 
Without question 
The Notorious Mra, 
Ebbemith is going 
strong—stronger 
than «wny show in 
London. | A 
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ACCORDING to the 
merry pickpocket, 
the promise of Muy is very satisfactory, he has already reaped a 
rich harvest outside Exeter Hall. . 


s 
It is untrue that the Dook Snook intends to bring a libel action 
against Larke ! for having reflected unfavourably upon his financial 
position. His Grace is far too stony to start with ; but, as a matter 
of fact. our champion ha'porth never printsanything actionable. Its 
role object ia to amuse, and its myriad readers will admit that it 
fulfils its mission perfectly. se 
s 


SEVERAL mewrympers are enquiring whether it is not time that 
the Duke of Cambridge resigned his position in the British Army. 
Certainly not. A. SLUPER is too busy at present to even think of 
tuking over the duties of Commander-in-Chief, and, as most people 
are aware, the Duke is only keeping the post warm for the Ancient 
1d Fossil. ee 
a 


WHEN Russia has to choose between a right and a wrong, it may 
be taken for granted that in nine times out of ten it will favour the 
Intter. In expel- 
ling Madame Mod- 
jeska from _ its 
territory, the Rus- 
sian Government 
has laid itself open 
to become the 
laughing stock of 
the whole civilised 
world. Modjeska, 
it seems, was, 
during a_ recent 
visit to America, 
guilty of fearlessly 
criticising Russian 
methods. Well, if 
Russia can afford 
to do without 
Modjeska, there is 
but little doubt 
that Modjeska can 
do without Rus- 
sian patronage. 


THE ‘Tottering 
Structure has this 
day conferred 
the “Award of 
Merit” upon 
Harry Bat. 
TERSBY, because 
he's the sharpest 
man on the Road, “You're right there, feyther” murmured the 
Cerulean Orbed. “'Arry'’s a cute ‘un and no error; ‘e ain't bin a 
theatrical manager for nineteen years for nothink, you bet.” And 
the Agéd was so pleased with his son's enlightenment that he 
could not find it in his heart to rebuke him in the usual manner for 
his interference. 


ae : (Saturday, May 11, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FoR THK WEEK EXNUING May 181u, 1895, 
—~— 


12th May, 1767.—Baggnigge Wells was thia day first opened 
ns an place of amusement. lu the Daily Advertisement for Ju\; 
1775, we read: “The Bagnigge Wells, between the Foundliy,: 
Hospital and Islington—Mr. Davis, the proprietor, takes ti). 
method to inform the publick that both the chalybeate and Pure. 
ing waters are in the greatest perfection ever known. and may |. 
ayans at 3d. each person, or delivered ut the pump-room at &d. j«; 
gallon.” 


18th May, 1653.—“My father Backhouse,” says Ashinut. 
under this date, “lying sick in Fleet Street, over against 5; 
Dunstan's Church, and not knowing whether he should live or dic. 
nbout eleven of the clock told me in syllables the true matter oj 
the Philosopher's Stone, which he bequeathed to me as a legacy.” 


14th May, 1793.—The manager of Kilkenny Theatre [to., 
on this day Fi conneed “The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince vf Dee 
mark, originally written and composed by the celebrated [1 
Hyes, of Limerick, and insarted in Shakespeare's work<."— He als 
says that Ophelin will be played by Mra, Prior, “who will introdi. 
several favourite airs in character, particularly ‘The Lass of Kick. 
mond Hill’ and ‘We'll be unhappy together.’ ” 


16th May, 1536.—Anne Boleyn was this day arraigned in 
the King’s Hall in the Tower, Among the peers who tried and 
condemned her to death was her own father, 


16th May, 1686.—Titus Oates was this day convicted of 
perjurs and many other crimes, and was sentenced to be Whipped 
and pilloried. 


17th May, 1498.—A new wenther-cock, cross, and ball were 
this day ect up on the steeple of St. Paul and solemnly consecrate, 


18th May, 1664.—On this day this proclamation was issu; 
“His sacred Majesty (Charles I.) having declared it to be his 
royal will and purpose to continue the healing of his ee Nee for the 
evil during the month of May, and then give over till Michaelmas 
next, [ am commanded to give notice thereof, that the people may 
not come up to the town in the interim and loge their labour,” 


A PATHETIC INCIDENT. 

UMr. Langham recently held an inquest at the City Mortuary on the boty of a 
man unknown, aged about 35, which had been found floating ou the Thames iar 
London Bridge, Deceased, appart*:tly a waterside labourer, had nothing about 
his clothing to lead to identification; but on a music-hall programme was 
written a note in blue pencil, in which the writer bequeathed his property (a 
bunch of keys aud a small-tooth comb) to * Ally Sloper’s Museum,” — cho.) 

THEY knew not his name whose lifeless frame 
Was afloat on the wretched river, 

Whose soul, ere the natural death-time cnme, 
Had returned to its Heavenly Giver. 

Vainly they sought in his rude robes stiil 
For comments, remarks, confessions ; 

But they found that, ere death, he had made a will 
Which decreed that his sule possessions— 

A small-tooth comb and a bunch of keys— 
Should to “Sloper’s Museum ’ be given: 

And their hearts by such pitiful words as these 
With a pitiful pang were riven ! 


They knew not how clear, ina bygone year, 
Shone the suns of the future o'er him— 

What ambitions and hopes to his soul were dear, 
As Time up to manhood bore him. 

They knew not what fate had been pleased of late 
To arraign and abuse him blindly ; 

Or what star of heaven, with a heavenless hate, 
Could have mocked his desires unkindly. 

Perchance an old mother for him—for him 
As he lay a coll corpse—was kneelin 

In prayer unto God ; or, with eyelids dim, 
A wan wife his long absence feeling! 


They knew not how rife his unhappy life 
Might have been with distress and sorrow ; 

How to-day might have aye been a fruitless strife 
For the dawn of a brighter to-morrow, 

They could only know that the long-rought case 
Had been cd dull Thames assigned him, 

While 2 small-tooth comb and a bunch of keys 
Were all he had left behind him. 

And SLOPER prays, with a solemn breath 
Of a strong and sincere emotion, 

For the soul of him who displayed, ere death, 
Unto SLOPER such deep devotion ! 


ee 


HE LOVED AND LOS1. 


Ile has lost her love for ever, and will never again haul up his 
thingamy's by the delicately embroidered braces, worked with his 
initials in forget-me-nota by her own fair hands, without feelins 4 
bitter pang strike through his heart. His letters, tied ina bund: 
by a crimson silk staylace, lie upon the table just as she retured 
them. He does not dare untie that bundle, The perusal of the-r 
letters would (in addition to forcing upou his already overwrou: it 
briin the conviction that he was more than qualitied for the 
padded room at Colney nse call up to his mind the painful 
scene of their last meeting—and parting. 

"Twas the evening of Saturday, May 4th. With right arm ron 
her waist they sat, he and she, upon the edge of the water-trous! 
at the corner of Twickenham Green, watching many vehicles ofall 
descriptions returning from the races at Hurst Park. Cabs, cand 
vans, and shandrydans were there; but presently there bowled 
along a delightful Ralli cart, black with violet wheels, aud 
splendid roan cob between the shafts. 

“There !” she cried, in an ecstasy of admiration, “now, I do call 
that smart turn out.” ( 

“Oh, do you,” remarked young Henery, a little needled periaps 
at the thought that with him it didn’t run to such things. ~ 1 saw 
@ neater turn out than that last night.” 

“You did. When and where?” 

“ At the Old Boot and Olive Branch last night, The pon 
had got your Uncle William —who'd taken on 1 drop too mu 
pongelo—by the back, the shirt-collar and the dress improver, 0" 
two fellows held the door open just ax the potman gut his knee 
into the small o’ yer uncle’s back and fired him cleau down tle 
tlight o° steps and slap into a whelk-stall! Talk about a ver 
turn out——"* 

But Eveline Maud Anne had fled. 


HOW MAC PUT IT. " 
“SOMETIMES even our oldest friends hurt us,” observed '"" 
Grandest Old Man as he polished the counter with his immuc!” Me 
elbow. “Yes,” said Mac, thoughtfully, “ J thought of that the otlt 
night when you sat down on the * Unsweetened’ bottle you forge 
was in your coat-tail pocket.” More ructiuns. 
cen niin 
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THE LATEST FOR LADIES. 


’ ctisement was recently published for “a Lady to take a pet dog 

can etve ov’ for a walk daily for certain terms) 

NEw callings 
for the gentle 
sex 


Are rather 
given to per- 


plex 
And oft indeed 
are prone to 


vex, 

Each mascu- 
line com- 
plainer. 

For now that 
pe goin for 
iw, 


Or eke as Doc- 
tors cause 


Of taking d 
for daily 
walks! 


If, therefore, up at Girton, she 
Doth see no chance of a ¢ , 
Or doth not wish to write M.D. 
At end of her cognomen ; 
Or if she does not wish to shine 
Say in the smart type-writing line— 
Or male and female réles combine 
With popular stage showmen— 
She may (when off to walk her chalks) 
Earn oof by taking dogs for walks. 


—_—_—-— 


ANOTHER OF 'EM. 


“ Or course, you understand, sir,” said the fancier, “this ‘ere one 
I'm selling you is only a young bird, not what you might call found 
his tongue yet. as the saying zoes,.but he'll learn, he’s got the bump 
of languages fully developed, he has ; and, lor’, when once a parrot 
like that commences to talk there ain't no holding him, sir, I 
assure you,” : 

The bright young journalist, who had just concluded the pur- 
chase of a lively-looking young “ Amazon" as a present for an 
elderly and oofy maiden aunt, scented “copy” in the air as the 
fancier spoke. “ Ah,” he said, carelessly, “1 y, now, you've 
come across one or two good talkers in your time, eh ?” 

The other's eyes brightened. “Talkers, sir?” he exclaimed, “1 
should rather think 1 had. Some of the parrots I've had have been 
marvels, sir—perfeet marvels ; say 
ansthing short of the Catechisin 
one or two of ‘em could.” 

“Ah, 1 suppose some are much 
cleverer than others; pick things 
up quicker, eh?” 

“Quite right, sir; quite right. ¢ 
It's mv belief, and I know some- 1! 
thin’ about ‘em by this time, that 45, [lI AMII| 
parrots. could Jearn anything if (: por dry yyfane 
they was only given time. They've = t HH 
al! got the same gift of speech, the lf 
only difference is some of them 
are much quicker ‘studies’ than 
otl as the actors say.” 

“Really 2" 

“Yes, that’s the whole secret of 
it, I'm convinced ; you see, I’ve 
hal opportunities of judging. 
There was a bird, now, ans two 
years ago; he hadn't been in my 
shopan hour before I found out 
whut a wonder he was. You only 
had to say a thing once to him 
and he never forget it ; he’d have gone right through Shakexpeare, 
or Walker's Dictionary, if you'd read it over to him, he would. 
Ah! if L had only kept him.” 

“You sold him, then?” 

“Yes, toa lady from Bristol. 


and this will show you what a bird 
he was. The lady took him home with her by a slow train, and 
by the end of the journey what do you think? That parrot had 
all the names of the stations by heart, and not only that but could 
shout out all the names of the plices you had to change for at the 
junctions, just like a real porter.” 

“ Astounding |" 

“That's what the rilway company said, sir ; they offered a very 
handsome sum for him, and stationed him at Didcot, in place of 
one of their porters. It was a treat to hear Polly yell ‘ Didcot, 
Didcot! Change for Oxford, Banbury, and the North.’” 

“ And is he alive now?” 

The fancier shook his head. 

“No,” he said, sadly ; “he was killed in the execution of his 
duty—run over one foggy night whilst crossing the metals to the 
up platform to sing out the changes. He wasa wonderful bird ; I 
don't think I shall ever get one quite like him again.” 

“Nod don’t think you will,” said the customer as he made for 
the door with his purchase, and the shade of Ananias that had 
been hovering around tore its hair wildly and vanished with a 
thrick of discomficure, 


— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No 35.—THE SALUTATION GIRL, 


To Eastward, Westward, 
Northward, 

Each morning fare I forth- 
ward, 


And on my business daily, 
J go through London gaily. 
And only one temptation 
Can cause the least cessation 
Of the fleet peregrination 
Of my ever-hurrying feet : 
"Tis the wild determination 
To imbibe a “ lubrication” 
At the fine old “ Salutation” 
In the good old Newgate 
Street. 


For there (I'll c’en be candid) 

My glass to me is handed 

By a girl who smiles so 
brightly, 

Who serves me so politely, 

That the mad infatuation 

Of a fervent fascination, 


While 1 quatt the rich 
libration. 
Makes omy — heart-strings 


wildly beat : 
And I feel much inclination 
; With a tender osculation 
To return the “salutation” 

Uf the belle of Newgate Street ! 


ALLY GLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


CHESTER, April 25h, 1895, 
Dear ALLY,—1 enclose an advertisement I have cut from a 


‘Mewspaper, which is my excuse for troubling you : 


JRESPECTABLE Woman Wants Washing and Clean. 
Wing two or three days a week. — Address, 30 Carmarthen 

I know that you have considerable experience with the fair sex 
and under various circumstances, and therefore venture to ask it 
you can say how many days a week a woman who is not respect- 
able refuses washing and cleaning? 


Yours sincerely, MEDICO, 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No 30.—AMINADAB WATERBURY SLOPER. 
Born, 1614. Hung in Fetters, 1660. 

BILBERRY CLAVERHOUSE died unmarried, and in the general 
state of excitement that prevailed at that period it was some little 
time before the claims of the two apemconss for the estate could be 
legally considered. Villiers de Verdigris eg of a staunch Cavalier, 
and fourth cousin six times removed to the late baron, was the 
undoubted heir, but the Lord Chief Justice who tried the case 
didn't care a penn'orth o’ figs for that. He had both his eyes wide 
open, and he saw which way the wind was blowing. He was too 
wise, however, to rashly commit himself, and he postponed judg- 
ment until the defeat of the King at Naseby made him sure of his 
groun yhen completely against the weight of the evidence he 
deci in favour of the Roundhead partisan, Aminadab Water- 
bury, ps se tly hastened to take possession of his unjustly 

u perty. 

mi b seems to have been fully aware of his remote right to 
the title, but failing Villiers de Verdigris he was certainly the 
next of kin ; and he accordingly lost no timesin getting his unsuc- 
cessful relative accused of high treason in order to make his own 
position one of absoluteisecurity. Villiers de Verdigris had sup- 
ported Charles right up to the last, and when that haem (04 
monarch lost his head, Villiers de Verdigris looked very much like 
losing hisalso, But despite the treachery of Aminadab Waterbury 
who betrayed him into the hands of the Puritans, the gallant 
Cavalier managed to escape, and posting in disguise to Dover, 
crossed safely to France, where he quickly became associated with 
the political enterprises of the young Prince. 

Aminadab Waterbury in the meanwhile became a big pot under 
the Commonwealth, and Rage rose to the highest distinction in 
thearmy. He was a stern Puritan, and being a man of wealth, 
became a firm pal of the Protector, whom he entertained with con- 
siderable frequency at the Castle. The nightshirt and the tooth- 
brush used by Cromwell during his stay are still preserved among 
the most treasured relics of the family. 

Aminadad Waterbury served with distinction in all Cromwell's 
campaigns and at the Battle of Worcester nearly succeeded in 
settling the young Prince's hash. The death of the Protector, 
however, sealed his fate; he was too bitter an enemy to the 
Royalist cause to escape, and when Charles II. came over in triumph 
at the Restoration, Aminadab Waterbury was one of the first to 
suffer, and Villiers de Verdigris obtained possession of his own. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


——_s-——— 


A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING. 
For sears, for years, for long long years, 
Our hearts were fond and true ; 
We shared each other's hopes and fears, 
Asa man and his wife should do, 
But once it chanced that our true love's flame 
Seemed under » cloud to 
For a slight misunderstanding came 
Between my wife and me. 


Ever my temper was sharp and kecn 
To others—but ne'er to her, 

Till that wretched night, when some imp of sp!cen 
In the core of my heart did stir. 

And the words of blame, to a blameless dame, 
From my heated lips flowed free, 

When that slight misunderstanding came 
Between my wife and me. 


The tears poured down her pallid check, 
And she fell at her husband's feet, 
And her heart—her heart that had long been 


weak— 
Gave a shudder, and ceased to bent. 

And I loathe myself, with a life-long shame, 
For those brutal remarks (passed free 

When that slight misunderstanding came) 
Which disserved my wife from me! 


ON THE ROAD TO NEWMARKET. 
I? was n well-dresse:l, nicely-groomed, but none ton elderly, 
sportsman, and he seemed anxious to be atfable tu the five other 
entlemen who sooner with him a first-class compartment in the 
Newmarket “special” on the Two Thousand Guineas morning. 
Tis not exactly the habit of the old stager at racing, this xelfsame 
affability, but doubtless the old stager is 1. fossilieed duffer. 
when our young exquisite had talked himself almost to a standstill 
concerning what he did and what he didn't know, and had passed 
round his cigar case, his box of excellent smoked-salmon sand. 
wiches, and his pint flask of exquisite sherry and curacon (which 
didn’t quite go round, by the way), he remarked, still affably : 

“1 suppose you'd know a capital fellow [ met at Sandown—a 
Mr. Charles Bustem?” 

“Charlie Bustem!” cried the other, “why, he's my oldest pal! 
Why, wasn’t it him and me as had to go an’ do seven o' the best in 
penal me for holdin’ » mug up by the heels to let the quids roll 
out of his pockets, after Blue Gown had won the Derby 2?’ 

The young sportsinan smiled a pleasant sort of smile, but subse- 
quently recognised the wisdom of “setting up" with a fiver his 
quondam 8, upon their informing him that much as_ they 
regretted the necessity, the only alternative, in their stoney broke 
condition, was to “go through” his pockets—for the sake of the 


little ones at home! 
een eee 


THE “COMIC” WRITER. 

O THE woe and the weariness of it when the brain lies fallow. 
O the melancholy and the woe unutterable when inspiration 
positively won't be wooed ! 

The sub-nssistant second editor but two of that mirth-provoking 
weekly, Tricky Dita, sat, pen in hand, gazing blankly at the 
ceiling, the while he bit savagely into the bone mouthpiece of his 
briar pipe. Anon his wife—kind, good, sympathetic soul !—passed 
through the room, As ehe watched him sitting there, a cloud of 
anxiety came over her still lovely, though in parts powdered-with- 
oatmeal-flour face, and she stepped up and put her hand upon his 
off-side shoulder, : 

“My poor Edward, something is worrying you. 
poppet, what is on oo's mind?” . 

“Nothing!” growled the poppet, in a very unpoppetlike tone, 
“absolutely nothing—not a solitary jambanged idea—there !" 

She turned away sadly to look out the washing: you can xever 
sympathise with seme men! 

ee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
MAy Meatings: Edibles which come into season during the fifth 
mouth, 
"AW HITE-FRYERS. London: Chefs in a London hotel, dressed in 
snowy attire, and cooking bacon, 


Tell oo's 


11 


AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


aS 
CHAPTER X. 

THE town of Vera Cruz presented little novelty to Sandy 
Macpherson, as he landed from a sailing vessel after a lengthy 
voyage. He 
had seen it 
before, and 
Mexican towns 
make little 
change except 
when an earth- 
quake happens 
round and 
reduces the 
architectural 
features to an 
average of a 
mass of stones, 
and slightly 
rearranges the 
geography of 
the streets, 
There had 
been little 
rearrangeme nt 
of late years, 
and Sandy 
easily made his 
way to the 
hotel where he 
had twenty 
years before 
resided for a 
few days after 
he had made 
his big strike, 
and was re- 
turning to 
Europe hoping never to be blistered again by the horrors of 
a scorching Mexican cli 5 

“ Little change hereabouts, at all events,” said Mr. Macpherson, 
after he had registered, and sauntered into the gaudy billiard room 
of the establishinent, where he was immediately spotted by one or 
two monte sharpers as a likely person who might be worked with 
protit after a few days’ acquaintance. 

Sandy was not quite so green as he looked, however, nor nearly 
80 green as a middle-aged man who was just then engaged in a gains 
of billiards with a man who carried a bit of chalk in his pocket. 
Sandy looked on at the game for a few minutes, and very soon 
made up his mind that the man who had the bit of chalk in his 
pocket held himself in 
with much — reserve, 
while the other man 
wes doing the best 
billiards he knew, The 
result was that the man 
with the chalk won by 
only a point or two, and 
a sovereign changed 
hands at the close of 
the game. 

“You will be a to- 
night to take a hand 
and have your revenge, 
Sylvester?” snid one of 
the other men. 

“Oh, I suppose so,” 
said Sylvester, as he 
turned out of the room, 

“Sylvester,” said 
Sandy to himself, as he 
also sauntercd out of 
theroom. “IJ must have 
atalk with Sylvester.” 

“This is a fine day. 
Mr. | Sylvester.” raid 
Sandy in the broadest 
of broad Scotch to Mr. 
Sylvester, as he 
emerged from the hall 
into the verandah 
which surrounded the 
hotel. “A real fine 


A game of Lilliards, 


lay. 

“Tt's always a fine 
day here,” said Mr. 
Sylvester. “ But you have the advantage of me,” he continued. 

“ Deed, an’ you're richt,” said Sandy. “I've the advantage o° ye 
in a lot of ways if the truth must be tell't.” 

“Indeed!” said Sylvester. “For instance?” 

“ bag I, for instance, I’ve mair sense than you——” 


“A fine day, Mr. Sylvester.” 


“Ye needna say ‘Oh! '—I wadna be such an nasa as play a man 
level for a sovereign a game when he could beat me though | got 
seventy points in a hundred.” 

“Well, old gentleman, it doesn't seem to be any business of 


“No, it is not any business 0° mine; nor is it any business o° 
mine that you are to meet 

them to-night at monte 
though thev are a pack o 
sharpers. That is another 
point where I have the 
advantage o’ you, too.” 

“You are impertin- 

” 

“Faith, yer richt, 
though 1 wadna maybe 
ha’e mentioned it, that's 
anither point where I'm 
ahead o’ you. Anither 
point is that I am a 
Scotchman, an’ I'm no 
ashamed o° it,” sid 
Sandy with a grim 
sinile, 

“Well, that doesn't 
matter a cent to me,” 
said Mr. Sylvester. 
“Hang the old_ buffer, 
what on earth does he 
want?” 

“Hoots, no! what 
could it matter, to you? 
Or what could it matter, 
for instance, that I am 
well acquainted about 
Hamilton and Glasgow ; 
that I know Paul Steven- 
ron—it’s a’ only to show 
yon that I have the 
seat of you, just as 
yon said.” 

“Curse you! what do 
you_mean by all this talk? 


“ Yon are impertinent!” 


Do you know any more?” 
“IT know plenty, but perhaps enough for you to know in the 
ne is that I know sou to be John Murray, who—” 
* Hush!" 
“ Aye, I think we'll gang inside,” said Sandy, 
(To be continued newt week.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


No, 376.—Mnk. ANSTRUTHER DRAKE, F.OS, 


“It is with a keen sense of pleasure that we are at last enabled 
to place before our readers the portrait of the well-known 
gentleman whose name appears above. Our hero's likeness 
woulkl long ago have adorned our gallery but for the fact that 
his modesty forbade him to consent, a modesty which we have, 
with great difficulty, at length overcome, Anstruther started 
in life with the idea that he would like to be an actor. Others 
have experienced this feeling ; but our hero actually went the 

length of appearing on the boards. For some time he played to 

large and enthusiastic houses, but disgust at the lack of talent 
shown by his colleagues 


finally drove him from the 
His artistic son! revolted at the idea of acting w 


stage. 

ith the lot of 

duffers who pass for stare in these unenlightened times ; and he 
came to the conclusion that he would be much better employed 
in showing the profession an the public what acting really ix, 
through the columns of the press. This he is at present engaged 
in doing in the Encore, Chiefly because he's a start dramatic 
critic he was created P.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 

presented to him July 19th, 1892."—-Debrett Jmproved. 


Jiarry. But I thought you had already refused him, 
£thel, Yes, but that was before he was made a pecr, 


ADVICE GRATIS. 


AND YET SOME PEOPLE WOULD GIVE THEM 
“HOME RULE.” 
Irish House-Painter, Well, marm, if ye wall-paper's to be 
bright yellow, pdesopd must be blue wid pink panels. 
C bulletin: Lady still suffering from shock to 
nervous system. 


Mil 


QS 


) 
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all the good in the world. 3 
Patient, Now, how can you expect me to do anything so ridiculous as to trust 
myself upon anything spare? I should be sure to break through, 


DECLINED WITH THANKS. 


Miss Mayfly. Oh, Gussy ! all we girls are going to bo vacci- 
aoe to-day—you'd never gucss where. 
i 


we (the modest). Really—er—I—er—um—— 
Afiss Mayfly. We all meet on our house-| 


boat and have Doctor 


“Wonll you like to sce over the wine cellars, Mr. Juggens?” 
“Certainly, if you like to take a corkscrew with you.” 


“Oh, you stand for the Agure, do you? Whieh? Figure 3 or 
figure 5? Well, I'm not taking any to-lay, thanks.” 


him—well, there ! 


eer 


Harry, 1s it true, Ethel, that you are guing to marry Lord Sopside ? 
Ethel, Yea, certainly ! 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


Only think of it—two big brothers, 
one burly fiancé, and a big-footet 
father, and yet the Honourable trict 
his luck, When the lot had done with 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, May 11, 1895, 


“What say? that noise a blooming thunderstor,, > 
Why, I thought it was a Japanese landing at Tiliury.” 


DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. 
Simperley, 1 tell you her heart is hard as bottic-gia.s 
—I can't touch it anyhow. 


Mr, Noseabit, Hum—bave you tried diamonds, sonny ? 


ww 


AAMAS 


ScENK—A *Bus in the Strand. 
Rev. Mr. Flutter (up for the May Meetings). Put me down at the-a- 
( facetiously)—ex 


you know, conductor, the hall I want to go to. 
Conductor, Rather, sir—the Tivoli, 


MORE ODD FISH. 
The cane-handled sticklebat, from the aquarium at Mildew Court. 


MAKING LIGHT OF IT. 


Customer, This ioaf is full fire ounces under wet ae 

Provider, Well, you sce, madam, my patent yeast 10 

the bread so beautifully light, that 
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ght. 


it is with difficulty | 
uble to get a pound to scale more than twelve ounces: 


